King Robert of Sicily

From Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,
Unto King Robert, saying that Pope Urbane            130
By letter summoned them forthwith to come
On Holy Thursday to his city of Rome,
The Angel with great joy received his guests,
And gave them presents of embroidered vests,
And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined,               135
And rings and jewels of the rarest kind.
Then he departed with them o'er the sea
Into the lovely land of Italy,
Whose loveliness was more resplendent made
By the mere passing of that cavalcade,                      140
With plumes, and cloaks, and housings, and the stir
Of jewelled bridle and of golden spur.
And lo! among the menials, in mock state.
Upon a piebald steed, with shambling gait,
His cloak of fox-tails flapping in the wind,                145
The solemn ape demurely perched behind,
King Robert rode, making huge merriment
In all the country towns through which they went.
The Pope received them with great pomp and blare
Of bannered trumpets, on Saint Peter's square,         150
Giving his benediction and embrace,
Fervent, and full of apostolic grace.
While with congratulations and with prayers
He entertained the Angel unawares,
Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd,         155
Into their presence rushed, and cried aloud,
*I am the King! Look, and behold in me
Robert, your brother, King of Sicily!
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